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ꝓ42 4 
SCENE, A Country Village. 


On one ſide, KaTHLEEx's houſe; on the other, at 2 great- 
er diſtance, the houſe of Fa THEN LUKE. 


Enter DAR BY and DErRMOTT. 


DAR Er. 
9 where you are.— Kathleen will be here b * and 
by. 
"Wo © that ever 1 ſhou'd be ſuch an unfortunate 
fellow, as to think her a pretty girl. ; 

Dar. Upon my ſoul now ſhe's grown vaſtly uncivil; for 
ſhe turns up her noſe at me. 

Der. I know the one ſhe'll have. 

Dar. Is ſome French Monſieur to take the Erl away 
from a couple of tight Iriſh boys of us? (Weeps.) I never 
dream but of poor Kathleen—Oh, oh, oh! 

Der, Well, well; but you'll diſturb her with your noiſe; | 
go and bellow farther off. 

Dar. Ah! but I am afraid of Father Luke : You know 
he threatened when poor Pat us'd to come to his window, 
to court his ward Norah, that he'd put him into the Bi- 
ſhop's court; and therefore, poor Pat, full of gricf and 
vexation, went for a ſoldier. | 

Der. But you'll diſturb Kathleen; go away, go. 


AIX. 


Der. Sleep on, ſleep on, my Kathleen dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt ; 
Yet doſt thou dream thy true love's here, 
Depriv'd of peace and reſt, 
| A2 The 
| 5 


bl 
1 


— IRY 


. ts # eager n 


— ng on ER. 0M TY . 


AJ 
7 


+ THE POOR SOLDIER. 


The birds ſing ſweet, the morning breaks, 
Thoſe joys are none to me : 
Tho! ſleep is fled, poor Dermott wakes 
To none but love and thee. | 
[Exit Dermott. 
Dar. Such ſinging wou'd wake an owl out of her ſleep : : 
I'll try to rouze her. 


AIX. 


Dar. Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out, 
You never dream how late tis. 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of a: 3 
On two legs ride 
Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night - cap. 


Laſt night a little bowſy 
With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowzy 
To let me ſit beſide her. 
Her anger roſe, 
And ſour as ſloes. 
The little gypſey cock'd her noſe; 
Vet here ve rid 
Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night- cap. 


(KATHLEEN appears at the window.) 
Kat. Who's that ?—Dermott ! 


Dar. Yes, Iam —Darby. (Aſide.) 1 knew I ſhou'd bring 


her down : Oh, I'm a fine markſman ! 
Enter KATHLEEN. 
Kat. Darby '—So you muſt come ſinging at my win- 


dow; but I tell you once for all, I won't have you; as I 
hope for man I won't. 


Dar. That's a good joke—hope for man and not have 


me. 
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Kat. Since love is the plan, 
Fil love if I can; 
But firſt let me tell you what fort of a man: 
In addreſs how compleat, 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat ; 
No matter how tall, ſo he's over five feet: 
Not dull nor too witty, 
His eyes I'll think pretty, 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 


Tho' gentle he be, 

His man he ſhall ſee ; 

Yet never be conquer'd by any but me. 

In a ſong bear a bob; 

In a glaſs hob or knob; 

Yet drink, of his reaſon his nodle ne'er rob. 
This is my fancy, . 

If ſuch a man can ſee, 

I'm his, if he's mine, until then I am free. 


Dar, Well, and hav'n't I every thing comfortable about 
me —A ſnug farm, heifers and ſheep, and a pad to ride 
on on Saturdays, and a potatoe garden to walk in; only 
look at me; am I not as tight a fellow as you'd wiſh to 
clap your eyes on on a Summer's day ? 

Kat. Don't think of * to me, fellow. Do you 
know that I am an heirefs ? 

Dar. Why, to be ſure, your Old father Jorum, who 
us'd to keep the ale-houſe, left you well enough; as a bo- 
dy may ſay. 

Kat. "Left me well enough ! Did not he leave me a great 
ſum of money? a matter of eleven pounds fifteen ſhil- 
lings, and a barrel of ale untap'd? Left me well enough! 
Why, you pitiful fellow, do you know who you talk to? 
—Did'n't he leave me half-a-dozen china plates; a caſe 
of ſilver hafted knives and forks; a cheſt of drawers; an 


eaſy- chair, and a three-legg'd ſtool?—Left me well enough! 


And don't you know, that he left me a cow and a calf; 
and a bald filly to ride on? 
Dar. Now ſhe's got upon her bald filly, the devil him- 


ſelf can't take her down. [Afide. 
Kat. 
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Kat. Left me well enough! Now, as I am an heireſs, 


a huſband I'Il have this night if I can, 
DC . 


Kat, Out of my ſight, or I'll box your ears. 
Dar. I'Il fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 

Kat. VII cock my cap at a ſmart young man. 

Dar. Another I' il wed this day if I can. 


Kat. In courtſhip funny, 
Dar. Once ſweet as honey, 
Kat. You drone. 


Dar. No, Kate, I'm your humble bee. 
Kat. Go dance your dogs, with your fiddle de dee, 
For a ſprightly lad is the man for me. 
Both. Go dance your dogs, c. 
Dar. You'll ne'er meet ſuch a kind foul as me. 


Kat. Like ſweet milk turn'd, now to me ſeems love. 
Dar. The fragrant roſe does a nettle prove. 5 
Kat. Sour curds I taſte, tho' ſweet cream I choſe, 
Dar. And with a flower I ſting my noſe, 
In courtſhip, &c. 
[Exit Darby and Kathleen ſeverally. 


Enter FiTzROY. 

Fitz. This is the houſe that contains my charming No- 
rah: As her guardian I know is not at home, perhaps I 
may find an opportunity of peng with the dear ob- 
Jer of my wiſnes. 

'( Noiſe of huniſmen and horns behind. ) 
So the hounds are going out. Well, let. the timid hare 
be their purſuit : My game lies another way. 


4 1 i 


Fitz. The twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe to partake of the chaſe; 
And Sol lend a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. 
For the ſport I delight in, the bright Queen of Love 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, and culks ! in the Grove, 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. ns 
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The dogs are uncoupl'd, and ſweet is their ery, 
Vet ſweeter the notes of ſweet Echoe's reply: 
Hark forward, hark forward, the game is in view, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue. 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the gale ; | 

Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. 

Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear ! 

With antlers erected, a while ſtands at bay, 

Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 

The * are, Cc. 


£ The door opens.) 
11 ſtep W and obſerve her a while unſeen. [Exit. 
Enter NoRAR. 


A I R, 


Nor. The meadow looks chearful, the birds ſweetly ſing, 
So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring ; 
Tho' Nature rejoices; poor Norah ſhall mourn 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ve laſſes of Dublin, O hide your gay charms! 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms. 
Tho? ſattins, and ribands, and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine. 


(Seeing Fitzroy approaching.) 

Oh heavens! there's the gentleman my guardian i is al- 

ways teazirg me about. Fl avoid him. 
[Returns into the houſe. 

Fitz. S'death I am diſappointed ! Stay wy —_— 

Norah. 
| Enter BAGATELLE. + 

Bag. Monſieur! Monſieur ! 

Fitz. What do you want? 

Fag. I come to tell you 

Fitz. What? 

Bag. Bleſs my ſoul I run fo faſt -I come to tell you— 
1 am out of breath—1t is all blown. 

Fitz. What's blown ? My love affair I ſuppoſe. ¶Aſidę. 


Bag. 
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Bag. De Mareſhalle poudre is all blown out of de win- 


dow. 
Fitz. Then you muſt ſend to town for more. 


Bag. Me forgot to tell you, Sir, another affair of grand 


conſequence. 

Fitz. Well, what is it ? 

Bag. De people, Sir, are waiting breakfaſt for you in 
de grand parlour. 

Fitz. Why did'n't you tell me ſo at firſt ? [ Exit. 

Bag. Begar my maſter is always in ſuch hurries. 1 
met Father Luke in de village; and now I'll go and viſit 
Mademorſelle Norah. Ah! I do love Miſs Norah.— l 
vil ſpeak to Father Luke, and get her for my wife. —Ah, 
Machere Norah! She ſhall be my wife! 


. 
Written by CHarLes Monk of the 8 Theatre. 
Tune —Marſhall Sa xx's Minuet. 


Bag. Ah! me chere 
My pretty dear, 
Ma charmante Miſs Norah. 
Oh! I'll gh and preſs her: 
I vil ever bleſs her, | 
Cad and careſs her, 
"Till ſhe cry encora. 
Spite of de fate, 
She is my mate, 
Nous danſirons togedre : 
Ve can never tire; 
Frenchman is all fire! 
Oh! Bagatelle's ſo clever. 
How le beau monde vil ſtare, 
Peur voir de happy pair; 


Promenex, 
Si negligee, 
Like de little turtle dove, 


Always billin „cooing, 
Like two p eys mewing, 

| Purring out dere tale of love. 
| Oh dear me, 


| How ver pretty, 


Ven 
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Ven ve come togedre; 
All de night and day, ſir, 
Vi vill kiſs and play, fir, 

Oh Bagatelle's ſo clever. 


Vat grand bliſs 
To toy and kiſs, 
Vid my dear Miſs Norah; 
Oh! ſhe be ſo pretty, 
And ſo very vitty; 
1 It vou'd be much pitty, 
Not to cry encora. 5 
Ohl! mon dieu, ret: ae, 
Oh! facre blieu, e, 
Nous baiſſerons for ever; ws Drs 
1 , 
Nought can quench his fire, 
Oh! Bagatelle's fo clever. 
r 
Fabillez ſo fine and gay; ; * ba£ 
Si bien jantee, 
On tout a fait; 
In our air no embarraſs, 
Like de grande nobleſſe, 
Ve fall be careſſe 
It vill make grand coup d'eclat. 
How l viſh, 
Vid pretty Miſs, | 
To tie de knot for ever; 
1 all live in clover, 
Ven it is all over; | 
Oh! B'S w 8 fo clever. 15 | 
(Eri Bagatelle. | 
Scene changes to another part f the village. | 
= Enter PATRICK. 

Pat. Once more I'm return'd to my native village af- 
ter two long years abſence up to the heart in love, 
and not a ſixpence in my pocket. 

Dar. (Sings without.) Good morning to your . t- 
cap,” 

Pat. Oh! there's my old acquaintance Darby, as mer- 


ry and as filly as ever. : 
Enter 


10 THE POOR SQEDIER, 


Enter Dau ur. = 
Dar. What! Pat, return d! Zonnds, Fam glad to ſee 
you Hor are yon my old friend? 
Pat. I thank you, —— blame: fares all our 


700 old friends ? 
2108 Dar. Purely,——Except 4 cow of mine that died laſt 
| week. 


Pat. How does my dear Norah 3 

Dar. She's very well; but, Pat, how came you to liſt 
for a ſoldier ? 

Pat. When her guardian would not give his conſent to 
our marriage, and I could not have her without his ap- 
probation, I liſted for a ſofdier. 


Dar. Well, and how do you. like it? 4 
Pat. Like it !—A ſoldier 5 lite i is the figeſt life i in the 
world, 4 745 5 
4 1 8 


Pat. How happy the ſoldier with lives: on bis pay, 
And ſpends half- a- cron out of ix-pence a · day; 
Yet fears neither juſtiees, warrants, or bums, 
But pays all his — 1 the roll of his drums. 
With a row de- dow, Cc. 


He cares not 4 ten bes the world goes, 

His King finds him quarters, and money, and cloaths, 

He laughs af all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 

And rattles away wich, * roll of the drums. | 
With, i 2 row-de-dow, Cc. 


The drum is his glany, 1553 joy; and licht. 
It leads him to pleaſure; as weib as to fight; 
No girl when ſhe hears it, though ever 10 glum, 
Oh Ps IS 4 her tatters and follows the drum. 
| With a row- de- dow, c. 


Dar. of fi find you'll take ork auer with your row 
de · dom L ſoldier is a happy fellow. A 
Pat. Witbyon be à ſaldiet, come with cy and PU: in- 5 | 
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troduce you to the ſergeat. 2 

Dar. esd with; all. my heatt'; 1 think: acoimentals + 
* become me mightily: Let me try if your hat fits 
me. (Pas Patrick's: Hat, and flruts abut, till he by 
_ A a ny” on Patrick's 's ferchea 2 What's that? k 
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Da. What? 4. 85 0 

Dar. That cut on your farehend! t tals 7 I 
Pat. Only a wound I got in battle, in tele to 

reſcue an officer : :I was left for W 51 on the field; there O 

glory for you. 

Dar: So they left you bleeding; in you 2 Here 


4 take your hat: I don t tink ee wou d become 


me at all. Gives the Hat back. 
Pat. What's the matter? You are frightened, are you? 
Dar. O no; frightened uo to be ſure; but I think it 
looks ſo conceited for a man * wear a black 3 
Good bye to you. * 
- Pat, Come, this is the way to my et 
Dar. Your ſergeant! tis my ſergeant | want, and he's 
this way.————No, no, Maſter Pat, you ſhan't catch me 
bleeding in my glory with a row- de-dow, Cc. Your ſer- 
vant, Pat. [Extt. 
Pat. Now for my charming Norah, and then for a 
pitcher of ene with my old e 


AIX. 


Hat. The wealthy fool with gold in > fore, 
Will still deſire to grow richer 5 - 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 
My little girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
Muy friend ſo rare, 
My girl fo fair; 
With ſuch, what mortal can be richer; 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 


Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can thus bewitch her; , 
With all my heart can I be poor, | 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rare, c. [Exit Pat. 


Scene changes to the inſide of FaTuzr Luxt's bouſe. 
BAGATELLE Aſcovercd Speaking through the key-bole of No- 


RAH'S door. 
Bag. Mademoiſelle Norah, open tfie door, if you pleaſe, 
or. Begone about your buff neſs. (From within. P 
| Pat. 9 Where is my WN girl? 5 
B 2 Bag. 
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Bag. O begar, here be ſomebody coming — What ſhall 
I do __ I vill hide myſelf in this cloſet ! 
| (Goes into a cle N ct. 


. 1. Enter 8 | 
Pat. Where is my ſweet girl, my Norah ? 
Nor. . (Within.) Begone about your buſineſs : : 1 deſire 
you will leave the houſe directly. 
Pat. What's this I hear! I know that voice: a orety 
Eq after two years' abſence. © 
Enter No AH. 
Nor. Is it you, my deareſt Pat! 
Pat. Sweet Norah, you was ever dear to me! c 
Nor. If I was ever dear to you, how could you leave 
me then ?—but judge of me by theſe tears! 
Pat. My charming girl! what tears are theſe ? 
Mor. They are tears of joy at your return 
Bag. (. ee ping.) Vat vil become of poor Bagatelle! ? 
Pat. I think | hear a noiſe. 


Nor. If it ſhou'd be my uncle, what will become of | 


me; for he's more averſe than ever to our union. 

Pat. Vl ſlip into this cloſet. 

Goes into a cloſet, and pulls Bagatelle out. 
28 How do you do, Sir Me hope you be very 
wel | 

Pat. (To Nor. ) Are theſe your ſighs for my ie ? 
your tears of joy at my return? to be locked up with a 
raſcally hair-dreſſer! 

Bag. Raſcal hairdreſſer vat yon mean? FT am 8 
gentiemans :—You ſhall give me ſatisfaction ;—you ſhall 
meet me. 

Pat. What, with your curling-irons away with you, 
or I'll beat you while I can hold a ſplinter of ſhelela. | 

Bag. Shelela, what you call ſhelela ? 

7 8 Begone; or do you chuſe to walk out of the win- 
dow 

Bag. Sir, to oblige you, I could walk out of de win- 
dow; but I had much rather go down ſtairs. [ Exit. 

Pat. Ah! my dear Norah ! could I think you won d 
deceive me! 

Nor. And can you think me falſe? 

Pat. Can I think otherwiſe But you have given me 
back my heart! 

| | Pat. 
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Pat. A roſe - tree full in bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to foe; : 
8 One roſe beyond comparing, 

For beauty attracted me. 

Tho? eager then to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh a__ gay, 

I find a canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


Nirah. How fine this morning early, 
All ſun-ſbiny, clear, and bright! 
So late I lov'd you dearly, , 
Tho? loſt now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen; 
Farewel, ye fleeting hours, 
Your falſchood has chang'd the ſcene. 
Duet. How fine, Co. 


—  — 
l 


S8SckNE, A Wood. 
Enter DaxBy and BAGATELLE. 


Hag. 1 Darby! Monſieur Darby 


Dar. I believe that's Monſieur Bag and tail. 
Bag. l'm glad I find you Darby. I was hunt you all 


over de vitlage, and cou'd not find you. 


Dar. That's becauſe J am ſo wrapt up in love. 

Bag. You muſt know, I am going to kill Pat the fol- 
dier, and you muſt be my friend. 

Dar. Hadn't you better kill Dermott, then I'll be 
your friend. 

Bag. O but Pat the ſoldier has affront me AT vn ſhall 
be my ſecond, 

Dar. Your ſecond ; couldn' t you make me your third 
or fourth? _ 

Bag. ( Shewing a leiter ) Begar dis be de lettre de mort. | 

Dar. O what! you'll leather * more. 

Bag. 
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Bag. C'eſt un autre choſe.  - 
Dar. What, muſt 1 get two other r 
Bag, C'eſt un harhare. o 
Dar. What, becauſe you are a barber. 5 
Bag. Vat you mean by that? Pat calls me raſcal hair- 
dreſſer, and you call me barber. Vou no underſtand: 
this is de letter Lord Lofty's caachman did write for 
me. You read, Darby. | : 
Dar. O Tes. 
Bag. There. (Gives Daby the letter. I | 
Dar. Let me ſee (Reads) © This comes hoping — 
I'll run all the way if that's all. 
Bag. Ver you going, & T Darby {—You told me you read. 
*Tis not hoping: rea | 
This comes hoping that you are in good health, as I 
am at this preſent writing: though you think yourſelf a 
great officer, you ſhall not make me walk out of the win- 
dow. I'll have Norah in ſpite of you, I'll be damn'd if 
I don't: meet me at the elm grove at 7 o'clock to give 
me ſatisfaction; but not with curling-irons. I am yore” 8 
as in duty bound. 
Bag. You ſee I will not ſign my name, becauſe I wou 'd 
avoid the laws. You muſt carry it for me. 5 
Dar. Vl take care Pat ſhall have it. | 
Bag. Well now I have ſettled this affaire d'honneur, I 
vill go 
Dar. Where are you 25 Monſicur Bag and tail ? 
Bag. I vil go—begar I wil go—I vil 955 and bruſh my 
maſter's coat. 175 xit Bagatelle. 
Dar. Now I recollect I will not give this letter, fince 
Pat has been a ſoldier, he's grown à bloody minded fel- 
low, and ſince he wants Monſieur Bagatelle to walk out 
of the window, perhaps he may want me to wa'k up the 
chimney ; ſo the boy at the public houſe ſhall give it him; 
he” s a better figure to walk up a chimney than I am. 


A 1 X. 


— 


Der Tho- * 1 was plump, round, and Jolly, 


I now am as thin as a rod; 
Oh! love is the cauſe of my folly, | 15 


Soho Aeg Gall lie under a ſod. 


6 Sing 
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Sing natherum doodle, nagetty tragedy rum, 
My didtherum boodle, figetty nigetty mum. 


Dear Kathleen, then, why did you flout me, 
A lad that's fo coſey and warm, | 
With every thing handſome about me, 
em cabin and — little farm. ; | 
Sing natherom doodhe, We: 


What tho' I thank frap'd up no money, - 

No duns af my chamber attend: 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, 51 
i en ee | 


- SS, Sing — doodhey ' Cc. | 


The Tr courts his hens all around me, 
Ihe ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove: 
Oh! how all this courting confounds me, 
When I look, and I think of my love. 
Sing natherum doodle, Cc. 


8 — parzier and NouAH. | 
Pat. Oh! my Norah! I find more * in enosus- 
tering thine eyes, my charming girl, than in a battle! 
and can you then prefer your — Pat, — a com- 
mon foldier, to all mankind? OE 
Nor. Yes my deareſt Pat! What tho? you are only a a 
common ſoldier in the army: yon are to me a ok oy 


— 21x. 


. Norah.) — _ groves and eryſtal- fountains, 
Ik be gladtome plains and ſilent dell; 
ve Bundle vales and lofty mountains, 
- Arid welcome now a lofty cell. 
And oh! farewel, fond youth moſt dear! 
Fhy tender plaint, the vow! fincere, 
We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and laſt fare wel. 
Pe. My ſweet Norah! and will abſence never chan 
your ſentiments ? Prouder of your love than all the ho- 


nours of my profeſſion: I ſhall ever poſſeſs the heart-felt 


ſatisfaction of rememb' ring * n you Ire W poor 
l 
AIR. 
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Pet. Tho' Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 
Its clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades, 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 

Its lads fo well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids ; 
As each his own village muſt {till make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong; 


Dear Carton containing what kingdoms may boaſt of; 


"Tis Norah, dear Norah! the theme of my ſong. 


Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 


Their horſes. to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 

Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, a (hair, 
Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their nice powder'd 

Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 

For gold or for acres he never ſhall long; 

One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah ! the theme of my ſong. 
Nor. You will be ſure to come at the time agreed on. 
Pat. 1 fear me (Exit N pe how "2% "i 


* | FEE | 
Enter FiTzROY. 

Fitz. What's this I ſee ?- My deſtin'd bebo in able 
with a common ſoldier Good morrow brother foldier— 
a handſome girl that you was talking to— 

| Pat. Why, ſhe's thought ſo indeed, Sir. 

Fitz. You ſeem well with her? 

Pat. Yes, Sir; I have long lov'd, Sir Brought up 
in the ſame village together, we became attach'd to each 
other, and promis'd mutual fidelity; but I am afraid 1 
ſhall loſe her. | 

Fitz. What, you have a tien e 

Pat. I have, Sir. 

Fitz. Now for a picture of myſelf. (Aſide. some rich 
raſcal, I ſuppoſe? 

Pat. 1 envy not his riches, Sir; but as to your later 
epithet, I am ſure he does not deſerve it. 

.. Fitz. How ſo? 

Pat. Becauſe, Sir, he is an officer, and therefore 1 am 
5 he is a man of honour. 

Fitz. It is a pity you are not an officer. ou have 


been ja the ſervice, | 


Pat. 


” 


TUT õ]mͥ U 17 

Hat. Ves, Sin, I have ſten ſume ſexyier I was wound- 
ol at the battle of Johnſton s: Ford 8 
my Captain's lifes? roy 227g 07 aut — yd, 
Fitz. As live, the very man who ſaved my lite; i in 
that engagement. ( Aſi de.) : hope you. gut ꝓonrare- 
ward no , -an J $51 2,1 8 
nt. I. n — nen. my duty; 
in Arhtüng hex king andbountryg and reſcuing myrof- 
ficer, | % bangt a1 guss ec du L Going: 

Filz. Where are you going? 

Pat. Lam going: froth We. for- 


bids our union. 5 


Fitz. Take ties; Tee tet . mon 723 
your e — Are 4 braye 
my * one for Oleg nA o Arts © methin | 
<ll}'Sit, ik hr here 
more. ha I had a frien to 
hens alas have GE A om erp hoe 


oy 00 8 85 wiſhes, and will Profit by, your a 4 


17 B—=18W_ {Ol 310d 8 97 545 81 80 OD 2 3 Ei, 


* * Why a noble ſpirit ! The embrotder'd uulet 
may, diſtingu 157 e officer; but let . Hith" my if tain to 
take ate this Poor S01di E there etimes 
more real nern be found under FEA kee, khan un 
der gold or 92 Bos taſſels. n 


1 bas guf awoid zidT 1 K 
AIX. 5 1 0 
Fitz. The FS. with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; | 
| Ang. nature joe in mantle green,, 5 


8 : N flow rets ay $57.7 ' „1“ | * TIT 
"" - "The Fe 99255 Fre of t Dal 0 JUL 
Then join in h armony and love.” . 26% 


The lark that ſoaring cleaves, the ies, 
Lo builds her humble neſt; : 
The rambling boy that finds the Prize, TRIS 
ls fare ſupremely bleſt. | 
For when the tuneful bird is n 
He haſtes, and marks i it for his own. 


Enter Bor. 


25. Are you » the n td coat? = ; 
#2. 
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Nite. ves my bey, 1-belicve I am the nian * the red 
e your buſineſs? 710 [ to 54220 d! 3s by 
Darby deſired me to give you this!! 
1 ahbe of aan yay _ vil Lak 2 
D Ko agqud / 4 " CIR J ks to 7 Exit Boy: 
* 1282 ſee (Reads the letter. ")——This Norah ſeems 
to/baves number ut admireri.-=<cAndiid my little hero 
heyday be's o- ſeven o'clock muſt go . what 
(Cel ſult wy challenger is/mude;of. [# Exit. 


« LION nor 26 015 


— 1s the vniflde of nan: a. 8 


1 7 5 and: Auer. 
uſineſs ?: 
|® LATE ou 78207 gu 2 ee. 


a my KpapingormBut have rer eg che bar 
Der. 32 Ml and you bal vhs =" Hg god 


"> 2 SOL itz bs i f 5.48 fot 4 ; 
ws 4 11857 8022 andes d—a w 5 
| \ QUE 45 7 = 
with 47 : 4 lle.. TYPE YT, 
ors] pag brig about 
| | 3 of ale wan, k 


F. IL. This brown jug and I re "old \nequaiatanee, 


Dermott. 


| ee 


Der. Dear Sir, thiskrown j wat nos 25 with mild ale, 
Out of 1 mos dhe k in ſweet. K te wh the valc ; 


Was once oby Filpot, a thirſty o 
As e&'er crack d a bottle, or fathom'd 128 bowl : 


In booritg abéut, wwas his praiſe to excel, 
And amongſt jolly toppers he ra off the bell. 


His body, Se 1 in the gro nad it bed lain; 


— 174 


o 


A potter fou s cover . 
And with part of Koll TH by he form 8 brown jug. 


Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 

$0 here's to my lovely ſwoet Kate of the vale. 
2 [Exit Dermott. 
Enter 


Ireen sek. 
ind. non „uler 


$41 mart 27 7 Sy 
Dare dier de vanedla. Euhetaulee eo! «6c ha. 
F. L. O Darby, are you. — ? „ gat 
Dar. Will yap that 1 ſball marry Kathleen ! — 


Get you gone oba 
22 bare gor's fine fe vt meer 7 Jar e 
F. L. A fat ſheep !—1 Thos $ horn 
under a lucky planet.—But Darby r= Gy 8 gdod 
Lad, and tutn fober. I am 5 your f prieff L te Co that 


z 55 
you muſt repent att® tart) Sf 
Dar. 1 0 marry Krſt, Fs | fepent afterviar whe 


A 1 R. 24-1 is 360 


F. L. 08 know Vim Thur prleſt, and y Tor ak is 
81 A, 1: 
Fut if you grow wicked, eis ot 2 god few, © . 
So leave off your raking 15 ir 4 * 
755 ee bat deax Darh 50 tled or * 
5 a Linn gang 


The banns deren to chapel ve was 8 
The bride and bridegroom in eaats.white:as ſnow ; 
So modeſt hex attire,: aud ſo ſheepiſii your look; 
Tou out with . and 1 pull out my hook. 
Sing, &c. ni ) ie bes arm iow 


I I thumb out the place, and 1 then read away "0 
Isle blufhes at wo and "ſhi whiſpers obey. 
\ Yon take her deaf Hand to have and*to Tag - 
: Pk up 7 #- book, and I | porker: your gold. 


8 0J Or 


Tb ſvg it kttle gings for me, © 1 R 


3 2364: 


| I © The: neighbours. ith jor to 7 arkiegroom e anc | 


[7 bride 5! 15 12g bs 1111 24 of fn 
The pipers before us march Gde hyrſide. 58 
A plentiful dinner gives mirth- ee 
* EM The Piper: plays. ap. my 4 * os 4 0H © 
C9 14 447 Sing, ce. — n 2 o yBu: & ASN a » 
A good wedding dinner for me. 


* joke now goes round, and the ſtocki ing Gidon 


bs © The curtains are drawn, and you're bot * 
42 1 
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"Tis then my got believe you at home, 

And hey for gat nine ren te come. 
Sing, hy —_— 1 HOY X78 4 28 1 


— Irrgang A good merry chriſÞ ning for me. RY 
Dar, And ſo Father, y AB Aae Kalle « 
ky 


5 But v yaware. i be! good 3&t- A 0 o 
ar. e 5 
) 


* 3 2 ; 
E. L., Hers, comes ae — 55 "Eien fon 
the bouſe put your beſt leg foremoſt to her e ws 

Which. is my beſt leg. | 
2 y my ſoul they are 122 boch bad | enough. 
- : WH am I to do no- . | 

That are yon te do ng; there's a pretty gue- 

doi why kiſs her man to be fore. 2 
ar. You'll ſpeak, a good word e Fa er 3 
2 1 fat . wrong "bs Wie 2 


A fine ep <4 
. Harkye, Ka- This. 55 Darby will make 
you a good buſband—the.devi a bet won ou youDarby ? 
ar. Indeed I w 
Ts There will 5 PRI when the Captain 
comes 1 Lear marry ou dt the ſame time. : 
ath| Iwill have no huſband but Dermott::: 
F. L. Conſider what'Þ am ſaying ta you, Dermott is 
an vely man, and a bad Chriſtian, > ,;":- 
vs hor POR Den 2 Derr, 
ar. Dermott, you are had mz ang an ugly Chriſtian. 
« £, Q! axe you there here 27 your brown jug 
again, empty. ellowW . | 
N 5 lee alk your ws GT to marry Ehen. 
. ( To Darby by. You ſhall, marry. Kathleen. 
er. O, if that's the caſe? I have two fat ſheep, which 
1 3 a preſent for your Werſtup; but now 1'1} 
go with them to the fair, and get drunk with the money. 
L. Harkyey Dermottg tels great ſin to get drunk! 
Ob, Darby oY Ty Darby: if von have nothing elſe 
to do, you: may; got abbut vu buftnbſs, you ugly man; 
don't make a judy of . It is 7wo fat theep you 
; IM Tot 1nd OL nibbew hoc (To Dermott. ) 


pa ri 's, mar: 5 Vin Ker oy 


TAE POOR 50 EIER. as 
will tell yon why; becauſe it is o to one againſt you. 5 


Go away Darby. ¶ To Dermott.) I wil! couple you alto- - 


gether when the Captain comes, as ſoon as 1 can put my 
gere 25 NN * j- 


RVjARTET 7 0. 


; Kath. c TiDer. Jou the point may dye: 
If a while you tarrr. 
02. ae But for you. 
tell you true, 
„ 1184 No, you ['Il never marry. 
Chorus. You the point, Ge. 


Der. Care our ſouls diſowning, 
„% Og * our ſorrows drowning, 

h and love, 

5 . approve "IT 

- 5 our wiſhes, crowning. 


Chorus. Care our, Cc. 


0 


Dar. "I the church ru hand her, 
74 f 9 4 4 1 'T Offers to take = 
ASA! | Then thro the world I'll wander; 
of 02 1911 C97 [She refuſes. 
N90 | I "1 ſob ann Ggb, 


* Until I die, | 
-þ poor forſaken . 1 
Cborus. To the church, 


1 Is Each pious prieſt ib Moſes, 
See mighty truth TGA. 5 
Vour never vext, 
If this the text, 
Go fuddle all your noſes. 
Chorus. Each pious, G c. 


- SCENE, An Elm Grove. 10 
> Enter FrTZROY. 
Fitz. 1 works who this challenger: can be! O here's 


* 


company. I'll ſtep aſide and ſe. [Retires. 


Enter BAGaTELLE and DAR. 


Dar. O, Monſieur Bag and tail! if I fall, you Il take 


my corps (not a very ugly one) to Dermott's wedding, — 
But let me ſtand behind you Monſieur W Gets 
ehind 


— 22. 
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behind bim. )—Why L wight as well nd dabind 4 einen. 
fork. 7 

ag Zeunds | here's my maſterl il eg 

Enter FiTZROF, | 

itz. Why, you raſcal, did you ſend a challenge to me 7 

ag. Me, Sir !—Oh, nb NI Lord Lofty's coach- 


man did write it 2 Darby here knows. What do you 


know Darby? you tell my maſter all about it. 

ar. I went to Father Luke's houſe; and there I got 
the letter; and fo I went to Father Luke's houſe, and 
there the letter was given me: and ſo Father Luke's 
houſe—O now I have it—Father Luke was out of the 
window— 

a Father Luke s houfe was out of the window 

and fo, Si- —g— 

ar. Ves, Sir, ot fo, Sir; there's a true account of 
I find I did not go to ſchool for nothing. 
itz. Hark, Sir; get you home, Sir, or I ſhall break 
every bone in your raſcally ſkin. — teach you to ſend 
challenges. — Away, Sir. 
ag. O yes, N begar [ am glad I have got off ſo 


well. „ . 
Hz. As for you, you had better ſtick to your ſpade 
than meddle with ſword and piftal. : [ Going. 


ar. But Captain, do vou think me or Dermott the 


prettieſt fellow? 


itz. Get home with you Ms. and mind yourcart [Extt. | 
ar. You a Captain, and can't tel] me that. Hark- 


ye, you corporal, Fitzroy returns: Darby beckons the 


contrary way. J==Here, corporal, corporal. —] find I muſt 
g up No town to talk with theſe captains. | 


41. 7 6 


ar. Since Kathleen has prov'd ſb untrue, 
Poor Darby ! ah, what can-you do? 
No longer I U tay here a clown, | 
But ſell off, and gallop to town - 
Fil dreſs and 11 ſtrut. with an sir, 3 


The barber ſhall frizzle my hair, 


mm town 1 ſhall cut a great daſh; 1 


"we how for to pan the caſh. | * 
len #24 4-1 t 
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At gaming, perhaps I may Kin; 


F With cards I can take the flats in, | 2 


Or trundle falſe dice and they're nick'd; 
If found out, 1 ſhall only be Kick d. | 


ht firſt for to get a great name, 
A duel eſtabliſh my fame; 
| To my man then a challenge I'll write; 
But 7 Ill be ſure he won't fight. 
We'll fivear not to part till we fall, 


bes ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball. 


- SCENE, Faruzs Loxe's Houſe. 


Enͤsnter Faruk Luxe and Not Ak. 

F. 1 If you do not conſent to marry Captain Fitzroy, 
the man of my choice, III fend you W France, and put 
you into a convent. ' 

Nor. I am content. 
cannot approve of. 
F. Z. You are content You put me in a paſſion, and 
then you are content. Get you into that room, and ſtay 
there till you go to France. [Locks her up. 

Enter FiTZROY. | 

Fitz. Who are you going to ſend to France ? 

F. L. My ward, Sir She won't conſeat to marry 
you ;—ſhe is obſtinate. 

Fitz. Will you reſign the Berge of her to me, Sir ? 

F. L. With all my ſoul :—— There, Captain, with 
that key, I reſign my authority; and now if I find Mr 


440 
«af 


- — never will marry the man I 


Patrick, I'll ſend him to the county jail. - [ Exit. 
Fitz. Here comes the foldier (Enter Pat.)—You Are 
punctual, I ſee.  - 7” - 


Pat. I promiſed fo by ſo. 

Fitz. Was you ever brought to the halberts? How came 
you abſent from your regibetef Have ry furlough? 

Pat. No, Sir. | 

Fitz. I have the honour to bear his Majeſty" s commil- 
fion, and ſhall take you up as a deſerter to the ſervice, I 
have a perſon realy here to take you into cuſtody. 

Pat. What a cruel 5 of treachery} 

AY foo, brings oat Norah. 
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Fitz. Dear Norah, ſince you have refuſed my hand, | 
permit me to reward your conſtancy; by putting you into 
the hands of your lover, and he'll reward vou. 

Nor. I'm all amaz emen! 

Pat. Let us kneel, and thank our — ; 
Fitz. To keep you no fon 1 in ſuſpence, know then, 

that 1 am that officer whoſe life you ſaved at Johnſton's 

Ford. I have a.commiſſion to beſtow, and deſire, gallant 

youth, you'll take it, as a ſmall reward for your, paſt ſer- 

vices; and heaven bleſs you both, 
Enter Fa Tux LoxE, DEeRMOTT, „lad, Y and 
KATHLEEN... ; 

F. L. There the ſoldier is lay hands upon him. 

Dar. No, I won't lay hold of him. ——Don' t you ſee 
the white ſergeant has hold of him alread p. 

F. L. Why, Captain, do you reſuſe to marry my niece? 
Fitz. I do; and am bound in honour to give her: to a 
worthier lover. 0 
F. L. What, bring a foot foldier into, my family. auge 
Fitz. Having a commiſſion to diſpoſe of, have gixen 

it him, and think myſelf his inferior, when I ſee ſuperior 

merit, and higher virtues in this Poor but Horthy Soldier. 


FINALE. 5 


Fitzroy. What true felicity I ſhall fa, 
; When thoſe are Os . 
By fortune kind, ASS 3 
How pleaſing to me, | 2 \ 4 
So happy to ſee, 
Such merit and virtue united ! 
Norah. No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleaſe to forgive us. 
To each Kind friend, 
Thus we lowly bend, 
| Your pardon, that, gain'd, we're delighted. 
Cborus. No future, Cc. 
Patrick. With my commiſſion, yet deareſt Hes 
| My charming wife, 1 4 5 
When drum and fife 
Shall beat up to arms, 
The plunder your charms, 
In love your poor ſoldier you'll find me. 
Kath. 
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Kath. This love my wiſhes has granted; 
I get the dear lad that I wanted: 
Leſs pleas'd with a Duke, 
When good Father Luke 
To my own little Dermott has joined me. 
Chorus. This love, Cc. 
Darby. You impudent huſſey (Dermot frowns) 
At a pretty rate 
Of love you prate; 
But harkye, Kate, 
Vour little dear lad, 
Will find that his pad 
| Has got a nice—kick in his gallop. 
F. T. Now, Darby, upon my ſalvation, 
You merit excommunication ; 
In love but agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee 
In marriage I'll ſoon tie you all up. 
Chorus. Now, Darby, Cc. 
Der. The devil a bit o' me cares a bean, 
For neat and for clean, 
We'll both be ſeen, 
Myſelf and my laſs 
Next Sunday at maſs, 
And there we'll be coupled for ever. | 1 
Pat. The laure ve) won in the field, Sir, | 
Vet now in a garden I yield, Sir; : 4 
Nor think it a ſhame, | | 
Your mercy to claim ; | | 
Your mercy's my ſword and my ſhield, Sir, | 


CHORUS OP MEN, 
The laurel and bays 
Revive by your praiſe; 
Qur poet ſolicits your pardon. 
CHORUS OF WOMEN. | | 
Then be not ſevere, 
With ſmiles you can cheer, 
The poſies of your Covent-Garden. 
GENERAL CHORUS, 


The Jaurel, &c. | 
EF 1 | | 
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